VENUMADHAV

me as their counters were empty. I received requests from them
to imitate Lai Bahadur Shastry, Gandhiji, Netaji Subhas Chandra
Bose etal. They were overjoyed. They said that it would be
difficult for me to re-arrange things if my suitcase was opened
and therefore they would tax me only for the TV. Thus I escaped
a rigorous scrutiny of the contents of my suitcase! Mimicry
helped me once again as it did on several other occasions.

I myself saw Venumadhav do it several times. The more I
think of it the more I wonder how he was able to imitate so
successfully the dialogue of the characters and the sounds of
horse's hooves, the neighing of the horse, the sound of the pistol
shots and the background music representing the musical
instruments. The effects of distance and proximity are telling.
Only a gifted artiste could do it. It is a pleasing cocktail of
mimicry, mono-acting and ventriloquism - three in one! It is
witches' brew! I am reminded of what Tolstoy said of his
characterisation being a synthetic product "I took Sophia, ground
her up with Tania and what emerged was Natasha".

He was in the chair car of the Golkonda Express bound
for Secunderabad. Opposite his seat a couple were seated - father
and daughter. Seated as he was in close proximity, he could not
but over-hear their conversation :

"Daddy, could any one sing like Bhanumati, Lata
Mangeshkar and M.S. Subbalakshmi1? "Yes, my dear, Venumadhav
could do it". "He is a man, is n't he? When women can't sing like
them, how can a man do it? What about voice?"

"That is his greatness, my girl. He could imitate any one.
Today there is his programme in the evening in Ravindra BharatL
I should like to show it to you",

Thanks, Daddy!41

Venumadhav was beside himself with joy to know that he
has fans everywhere. He introduced himself to them. It was a
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